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By THE PARTY ON THE SPOT. 


Wednesday.—Went off early this morning in the cold, raw dawn 
(at 9-30) for Euston Station enroute for Liverpool, Altcar, and the 
Waterloo Cup contest. However, there isn’t much I wouldn't 
stand to see the dog Derby run—not much. All the same, there is 
a limit to my endurance. 

LIMITS. 


I don’t mind any winds that blow, 
I can stand a drizzling rain, 
To the meeting I can calmly go 
In a slow and stopping train, 
I can even stand aday that’s dark 
With the dreariest of fogs 
3ut I can t stand chaps who will remark 
‘““ We’re a-going to the dogs!” 


Having seen a good part of the first round with a quantity of small 
surprises in it— it’s anybody's race—I hurried back to town and took 
Lord Salisbury down to Windsor on a visit to Her Most Gracious, 
When I left him. Dined with Lord Kimberley at the National 
Liberal Club House dinner. 


Thursday.—Went to see how they were getting on with the Cup 
—progressing fairly—quite exciting in uncertainty, but got a bit 
on Fearless Footsteps, and then hurried away out of the cold, and 
got to Nice for the first flower fight. Great fun—fine day—merry 
crowds—bruised vegetable flavour over everything, though, so 
hurried back and put in an appearance at the War Concert at 
Covent Garden. My eye! That was asight! £11,000 they raised. 
I turned the sum over and over in my mind as I went home in the 


947 
4 


taats 


l not be answerable for any contributwns, artrs 


i4 





MARCH 6, 1900. No 1,817 


‘bus (spent my last twopence!) Good old war fund, it making a 
bit. And a good ob, too! I madea song about it ‘* Are you 
widowed, are you war-fund” I warbled, but there my inspiration 
stopped. Looked in at the Vaudeville for a moment and hada 
laugh over a very funny play called The Bishop's Eye. Miss 
Graves, the authoress, was once upon time one of Mr. Fun’'s 
choicest wits, and well she sustains the honour of his training 
She has another play called Nurse coming out at the Globe in a 
minute or so. I shall go and see it. even if I get a dead-head's 
voucher for it! 


Friday.—Went down to Altcar again. Fearless Footsteps kindly 
won for me,and I didn't get my money. Took Lady and Miss 
** Bobs"? down to see Her Most Gracious, and went home brooding 
over lost opportunities and the art of betting on the nod. 


Saturday.—Turned into Christie’s for an hour or so, and saw 
them collect more money for the war fund from the sale of specially 
painted artists’ pictures. Went home and tried to paint one myself 

didn’t think the result likely to augment the fund, so took it to 
the pawnbroker’s, and got 1s. 6d. on it. In the evening attended 
the Gallery Lodge (of Freemasons). Ladies’ night it was, but they 
didn’t make any lady Freemasons—or Freemasonesses— that time. 
Weather so mild that I got into my flannels, and took a turn onthe 
river 

Monday.—Took the Prince and Princess of Wales and the Duke 
of York down to Southampton to inspect the hospital ship, the 
Princess of Wales. Went and set fire to the Grand Theatre for the 
third time, attended the De Beers Company meeting at Kimberley, 
and finished up at Nice at the Battle of Flowers. You never knew 
such a windy time—more like a hurricane—and the air thick with 
floating and flying flower 


Tuesday.—Hurried over to the Shire Horse Society's Show at the 
Agricultural Hall early—some noble beasts, and afterwards took Her 
Most Gracious to Netley Hospital to visit the wounded home from 
the war. Spent the afternoon at the Fine Art Society's, looking at 
some pictures of Veniceand Holland. Dined with the Royal Masonic 
Benevolent Institution, and attended the annual Welsh festival at 
st. Paul's. 

THE SPporTrer, 


The Duke of Cambridge’s Own. 


To these “ swells’ let us give our thanks, 
For they have gone to swell the ranks 

Of those who fight for land and throne; 
All laud, we say, to ‘‘ The Duke's Own” 


or literary, spontaneously sent in No contributions can be returned 
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Shop Assistants may Sit but not Smile. 
‘Miss Rose Arthur, a draper's assistant, sued Messrs. Sawyer, 


192. High Street, Peckham, for £1 in lieu of notice. She said she 
was instantly dismissed for smiling at a colleague’s remark, ‘* Poor 
old Kruger’s dead.” Judge Emden allowed the plaintiff’s claim. 


I saw you wink—the saucy leer 
Iurked in thine eye so blue, 
Methought my duty then seemed clear, 


~* 


Notice to give to you. 


I saw you smile—I fixed my gaze, 
Two minutes and a-half, 
( 1) i 4 l V Le ma e, 
4 | ‘ 
} Lactually taugn 


Correction mect must you receive, 
you durst defy: 


This shop at once you'll please to leave, 


f mics } the drapery mind 
\ sense of | convey: 
,niss, that counter from behind 
Come out, and go your way. 
L’ENVOI, 

The maiden sought the County Court 
{nd claimed her shillings twenty, 
Then Sawyers saw that they were caught 

And Eid en tape in plenty. 


‘Too Previous,” 


} 


‘*The wife of a very high official in Cape Colony « lapped her 
hands with delight when she heard of a check to the British arms.” 
Vide Press. | 
Sue clapped her hands, but not for long. 
She wrung her hands, for long and strong 
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Panca-kronje Day. 


On long-deplored Majuba’s date, 
Just nineteen years thereafter, 
The heart of bull became elate, 
His cheeks grew round with laughter. 
For Cronje—blackest-hearted fiend 
Who e’er a truce-flag slighted, 
Or warfare’s usage contravened— 
Old Cronje’s aims were blighted ; 
And Bobs of Kandahar (to whom 
We owed the full surrender 
Of Satan’s imp of Potchefstroom) 
Enhanced his matchless splendour. 
Yes, pious (?) Piet to bay was driven, 
With sundry groans and divers, 
On that good day when souls were shriven 
(Of old) by saintly shrivers ! 
And we who on the annual plate 
Attacked the annual pancakes, 
With more than usual gusto ate; 
For, somehow, half the rank aches 
And ranklings of our hearts were healed 
By news of Cronje’s capture ; 
Nor failed we, or our wine, to yiela 
Dear Bobs his due with rapture! 
Yet—while, with reminiscent gloom 
And reminiscent rage, we 
back eves to Potchefstroom 
slack Cronje’s blackest page)—we 
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our resentment scarce forebore 


— 


4 


A not-quite-Christian feeling, 

That Piet deserved a trifle more 
Than wonted warmth of dealing 

With war-won captives. Yea, we thought 
That if (by mage contriving) 

The wretch could to our midst be brought 
Upon that Day of Shriving, 

We for his life’s misguided drift 
Would not, like priests, harangue him, 

But—give to hima short, short shrift, 
And a long, long rope to hang him! 








Funds Versus Fads, or the Luxury of 


Warfare. 


’Tis hardly the time at one’s country to poke 

Any fun, but I must, for ‘tis passing a joke 

To name half the things to our soldiers we send, 

From hairwash to worsted, their stockings to mend. 

Our Queen, may she live, was at once to the fore, 

Sent choc’late in boxes, and these by the score, 

And now all great ladies, and little ones, too, 

Are quite off their heads till they find something new, 
‘ll name a few things that have gone by the stone, 

ach soldier will soon want a carriage alone, 

riar pipes and tobacco, cigars, cigarettes, 

With music and novels in three volume sets. 

And then picture papers and Glengarry caps, 

lots of field-glasses and excellent maps. 

Socks knitted b hand, and soft c mforters, too, 

Playing cards, cribbage boards (some of them new), 
Tennis balls, er quet sets, also some bats, 

Felt slippers in numbers, and packets of hats. 

Brush cases and scissors, air cushions and books, 

Crimean head-gear, shoe-horns, button hooks. 
Mince pies and plum puddings, with banjos, guitars, 
All these for our Tommies who've gone to the wars. 
Pincushions, paper knives, gloves by the pair, 

Jerseys and shirts guaranteed as to wear, 

I could go on for hours, and complete not the list, 
And then I feel sure many things would be missed. 
Many articles named are quite useless I’m sure, 

To distribute each gift would be no sinecure. 

Suppose soldiers got them, and this I much doubt, 

They'd become quite a nuisance to carry about. 

To the Mansion House then send your off’rings in cash, 

There are too many funds, some are quite sure to clash. 


I 
I: 
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The Difference. 
pender,—‘* Money is hard to make, but easy to get rid of.” 
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Way-Blockers. 


On, “ Bobs,” that those boulders, and kopjes, and ridges 

And rivers and barbed wire, and broken-backed bridges 
Were swept from the feet of the fighters of Britain, 7 

Then the horde of those farmers, whatever their number 

Would soon settle down into dreamless slumber 
Tn need_of a head-block, with epitaph written. 














Cracked bridges, high ridges, and fences, and boulders, | 

I count them as Boers, with their guns at their shoulders | 
‘\nviting the natives to come and be risky— 

Imparting a courage that quails on the level, 

And “ sighting’’ a bayonet, runs back like the devil 
To get a “ re-former”’ of coffee and whiskey. 


Oh! Buller and Kitchener— those undulations 

And up-and-down tramping, will perfect your patience 
And “ crustify ’ ‘‘ Tommy ”’ to bear a hard pounding. 

But pepp’ring at foes who are gliding like lizzards, 

And “tricking” and “* shifting ”’ like witches and wizzards | 


. ee . ’ 
Is ‘‘ hard lines ” on Britain, and rather confounding. 


~ But now, look—another way breaks on the vision, 
’'Tis Kimberley freed—to success and decision 
Attendant on arms of our leaders undaunted. 
Let the ‘‘ sniper’”’ now ‘‘ man’’ every natural protection, 
He’s now to meet his foe from another direction, 
Where places of hiding will hardly be wanted. | 





Eyes Forward. | 


[In the Cocos Keeling Islands there are said to be six 
hundred men, women and children—that about five million cocoa- | 
nuts fall annually from the trees, andthat, though the population 
work and play beneath them, hardly anyone is injured. The native 
says that it is because nearly all the nuts have eyes.—Daily Paper.] 


A Cocus KEELING Islander is surely very brave 
To work beneath those coco trees nor dread an early grave; 
They shed their nuts upen himas his busy task he plies, 
But they never seem to kill him, for they’ve all of them got eyes; 
They’ve all of them got eyes, 
So we needn't feel surprise, 
If they Jook out where they’re going with their jolly coco eyes. 


Then the women and the children play about and never care, 
While the giant nuts are falling in their hundreds through the 
ar, 
All heedlessly they chatter, and they do not heed a jot, 
For they’re rarely ever potted by a purblind coco shot; 
A purblind coco shot, 
With his spectacles forgot, 
Will hardly ever kill them, for they’re all a sharp-eyed lot. 

















The Wrangle Retained. 


O yE who have wrangled till nothing remains, 
And yet your main point is not won, 
Ye may wrangle along in mellifluous strain 
Till your hearers are dead and gone. 
Ye may argue each case 
Till you’re blue in the face, 
For shall Cambridge retain her great Wrangler in vain ? 
Shall yow not still wrangle on ? 


O vestrymen, lawyers, and men at the bar, 
Know now ye need never have done ; 
Ye may wrangle in halls where the Wranglers are: 
Who dares wrangle more is none. 
So wrangle ahead: 
There’s much to be said ; ; 
For shall Cambridge retain her great Wrangler in vain ? 
Shall you not still wrangle on! 





O husband and wife, in your sweet, happy hore, | 
Why emulate Darby and Joan ? 
Why not argue each point till the cuss words come 
And all vestige of logic is gone ? 
If you get in a passion, 
You’re still in the fash 
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The Star of Empire Ascendant. 
SURRENDER OF GENERAL CRONJE, 


Lo! crown’d with victory all glorious 
Is our brave general of renown! 
Our Star Imperial now ascendant, 


No longer hid by tempest’s frown. 


A mighty joy now thrills each bosom 
At this grand conquest by our sons, 
Thus giving all, fresh force and courage, 

As our life-current swiftly runs. 


This brilliant feat of skilful tactics, 
Puts all our fears and doubts at rest, 
sy certain grasp of martial genius 
Was seized, the wisest course and best. 


In strong magnetic bond of kinship 

Of our loved Empire’s sons now lost, 
For ever binding firm the rivets 

That now will link love's chain of cost. 


See Cronje’s force in full surrender 
As down their arms the veterans lay, 
Their cannon, stores, without conditions ; 
And this upon ‘‘ Majuba Day’”’! 


The great and glorious name our Generals 
Have here maintain’d, by all is seen, 

The lost prestige of our arms restoring, 
By our loved Soldiers of the Queen. 


J. H. Oakey. 


Our Foreign Critics. 


} 


THe foreign Press is most unfair 
To Roberts, Buller, Warren 
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The Coup de Grace. 


‘BOBS " AND THE BOAR. 


Tue wild Boar, fiercely fighting, 
Still held the dogs at bay ; 
In Battle's joy de lighting, 
He shrank not from the fray. 
The war-dogs keen but wary 








ee 


WHO'S NEX 
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They knew his tactics wily, 
They saw his blood-stained track, 
They knew how sternly, slily, 
He waited their attack, 
Before him their battalions 
Had melted like the snow ; 
And now to-day 
He stood at bay, 
And waited for the blow 
;' ly ahi 
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And still the dogs replied— 
Until their cries 
Rose to the skies 

And filled the countryside. 


Time passed, and still undaunted 
The wild Boar held his own; 





His courage, famed and vaunted, 
Had fiercer, bolder grown. 
His strength still undiminished, 
The hunters knew and felt. 
Who day and night 
Stole up to fight 
The Lion of the Veldt. 

But still they rushed to meet him, 
And still he hurled them back ; 
Enraged, they sprang to greet him, 

Ana feared not his attack. 
Their wisest plans he thwarted, 
Their fiercest charge he checked, 
From where he lay 
There fell away 
Battalions torr and wrecked. 
Fierce battles fiercely waging, 
He waited as they rushed, 
And, fifty foes engaging, 
Their onslaught swiftly crushed. 
Again, again he waited ; 
And still against his lair, 
With panting breath 
They rushed to death 
With courage debonair ! 


sut now the fight grew slacker, 
And still he waited on, 
3ut met with no attacker, 
His foes’ last hope seemed gone. 
At last there camea hunter 
Whose fame no blunder robs, 
And round about 
There rose a shut 
Of ‘**Bobs!’ Three cheers for 
‘ Bobs!’ ” 
For “ Bobs” with skill and prowess 
Had slain the Afghan Boar— 
And war-worn though he now is, 
He still delightsin war. 
The brave and hardy hunter 
Who scaled the Afghan hills 
Is known as one 
Who counts naught done 
Until his game he kills. 
The wild Boar heard the shouting, 
And, knowing all it meant, 
Grew diffident and doubting, 
And felt restrained and peut. 
So ere great ‘ Bobs’ could reach him 
He shook his agéd head, 
And from his lair, 
In wild despair, 
Across the country fled! 


The chase grew faster, faster, 
He heard the hunter cry; 
He knew he'd found his master, 
Wherever he might fly. 
The hounds drew nearer, nearer, 
Some passed him on his way, 
Until at last 
They held him fast, 
And then he turned at bay. 
And men who tell the story 
Of that tremendous day, 
That covered both with glory, 
The hunter and his prey, 
Declare that surely never 
Was seen so stern a fight, 
For trapped and caught 
The wild Boar fought 
With all his ancient might. 
And now the fight is finished, 
And now the blow is dealt, 
His fame is undiminished, 
Brave Lion of the Veldt. 
And as for our great hunter, 
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En Famille; or, the Lunch that Didnt 
Come Off. 
A FARCE IN ONE BITTER DISAPPOINTMENT. 
Scene :—Mr, Chamberlain's Boudoir. 
DRAMATIS PERSONA :— 


Joseph Chamberlain seseseeeseeeee The Head of the Family. 
George Kenrick.....++eeeeeee+eeee+ The Scholar of the Family. 
The Wit of the Family. 
The Beauty of the Family. 
A Friend of the Family. 


Fe WS 0.0 60s 6 cb ecdececese 
Ge COE 6 h.06. 0060s dRecarduere 


Hugh Price Hughes oecccscccccess 
and 
Bs FOUREs Mek: 060 06eerseevenwees 


(Curtain rises and discovers a family council in full swing.) 


A Distinguished Visitor. 


-* Tt’s an invitation to 
Now, 


Chamberlain (holding letter in his hand). 
the annual festival at Wesley’s Chapel in the City Road. 
shall I go?”’ 

Kenrick.—‘‘ I should certainly go if I were you. It will be such 
a nice change for you. I see they say luncheon, but I daresay 
they'll ask you to stop to tea.” 

Williams.—‘** And I shouldn’t be surprised if they have cake for 
tea, and perhaps shrimps, and very likely there will be a little 
dance. They do things very well in the City Road.”’ 

Collings.—‘‘ Yes, and there’s sure to be a Christmas tree, or a 
magic lantern, or games, or something. You will enjoy yourself. I 
remember I went to a festival once, and after tea we had— 5 
and whispers)—‘ Kiss in the ring.’ 

Chamberlain (stifily).—" You surely don’t think—it would be too 
—really, Collings, I’m surprised!” 

Collings.—‘‘ Oh, they wouldn't ask you to play unless you suggested 
it!’ 

Chamberlain. 
eh ?” 

Williams.—‘‘ Certainly. It is well to keep in touch with people, 
you learn things, dnd you see which way the wind blows, and all 
that.’’ 

Chamberlain.— True 
day ?”’ 

Kenrw ke: 

Williams. 
tempting Providence 

Collings.—‘‘ Oh, Joe’s always lucky, aren't you, Joe 

Chamberlain.—-"' I don’t know that it’s exactly luck. Tact and 
wisdom, and a general wide-awakeness, that’s what’s the matter 
with me. But what shall I go in?”’ 

Kenrick.“ Wel), if you think the carriage would look ostenta- 
tious, take a cab.” 

Williams.—-'* But not a hansom. 
too frivolous—much too frivolous 
more in tone.’ 

Chamberlain.— I didn’t mean that, I referred to dress.”’ 

Collings.—“ I think you should have a broadcloth suit made—a 
little loose, you know, and baggy at the seam and an orchid, you 
know—and you might take your pumps in your pocket in case 
there is a dance.” 

Chamberlain.—‘' Very well—that settles it-—I’ll write and accept 
I should think they’d give us rather a recherché lunch; the City 
Road sounds reciwrch:, doesn’t it ?”’ 

Collings.—‘‘ And thenthe talk—the 
repartee—the clash of mind with mind— 

Kenrick.—“ Yes, I don’t suppose since Mrs. Micawber’s papa 
entertained the seven copper-plate engravers, anything will have 
been heard to approach it.” 

Chamberlain.—" Yes, I expect it will be rather fine. 
you know, it's rather of an honour, eh?” 

Williams.— Very much, indeed!” 

Chainberlain.—" They don't ask Salisbury to these little things, 
Why, if I liked, I could lunch out every day. That comes of being 
a popular man. Wonderful, isn’t it?” 

Kenrick.—*' Ob, I don’t know that it is so wonderful. You are 
the life and soul of a Party, you know, I cannot imagine a Party 
without you.” 


(Llushe: 


‘‘ But, speaking seriously, you think I should go, 


I think I shall go. Let’s see, what's the 


‘* Friday !”’ 
“Isn't that rather an unlucky day; wouldn’t it be 


>) 
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I shouldn’t advise a hansom:; 
a nice four-wheeler would be 


wit—the 


ee 


badinage—the 


I consider, 


Collings.—"' Yes, look at the Liberal Party since they lost him!” 

Williams.—* And what would the Tory Party be without him?” 

Chamberlain.— Oh, you fellows are too partial, really. But I 
suppose I shall have to make peech, eh?” 
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managed everything, and then a word as to the Colonies and the 
war, and a peroration to the effect that if it hadn’t been for the 
moral support given you by ‘nobility and gentry of the Boro’ 
Road ’——”’ 

Williams.—‘ City Road! ”’ 

Collings.—‘‘ To be sure. You wouldn’t be—er—where you are, 
and——”’ 

(Enter servant, who hands letter to Chamberlain, and exit.) 


Chamberlain.—* Excuse me. (Opens letter and reads.) Good 
heavens! ”’ 

Kenrich.—** Nothing wrong, I trust ?”’ 

Williams.—“ The Government hasn’t been defeated ? ”’ 

Chamberlain.—* No, no, nothing of the kind. It’s from the 
City Road festival people—they write asking me not to go!” 

The Family (staring at each other blankly).—‘ Not to go?” 

Chamberlain.—* They say that my presence in the City Road at 
this particular moment would wreck Christendom, or words to that 
effect.”’ 

Villiams.—‘* What nonsense! Why, if it hadn’t been for you 
there wouldn’t have been a Christendom to wreck.” 

Chamberlain.—‘ They say that if I spoke at their festival it 
might seem to bind them to a particular Party, so they have 
abandoned the luncheon.” 

Collings.—‘‘ Downright impudence, I call it. After you had pre- 
pared such a beautiful speech, too. Ingratitude, that’s what I call 
it; base ingratitude.” 

Williams.—‘‘ I don’t expect you’d have liked it. The City Road 
is not a nice neighbourhood, and I daresay the company would be 
mixed.”’ 

Collings.—‘ Yes, they would have been certain to bore you. I 
remember—I went to a festival once and slept right through it on 
a hard form with no rest for my back, and had a stiff neck for a 
fortnight.”’ 

(Enter servant.) 

Servant (handing card).—‘ Mr. Perks to see you, sir.”’ 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ Show him in. (Hit servant). Pull out the map 
of South Africa, Collings; and, Kenrick, fetch the globes into the 
middle of the room.”’ 

(Enter servant and Mr. Perks.) 

Servant.— Mr. Perks, M.P.” 

(The Family pretend not to hear.) 

Chamberlain (in a loud voice).—** Writealine to Buller, Collings: 
congratulate him on the relief of Ladysmith. I knew he'd do it 
directly he took my advice. And Kenrick, drop a line to Roberts, 
and tell him to go on capturing people. Say I say so, and will be 
responsible. And I say, Williams, you’d better write to those 
bothering City Road people, and say that I can’t come, too busy 
—and here, Kenrick, you’ve given me the Celestial Globe, I haven't 
finished with the other yet—and — 

Perks, M.P. (coughs).—** Ahem! "’ 

Chamberlain.—* Ah, Perks, old chap—sorry to keep you waiting, 
but this is my busy day—you wish to see me about—— ”’ 

Perks.— I just ran in to say how sorry I was about that City 
Road business, you know. Directly I heard that you had been 
invited, I said: ‘‘ This won't do—this’ll upset everything.” 


(The Family stare at him in indignant amazement.) 


Chamberlain.—‘‘ I don’t quite gather—oh, you mean that City 
Road festival—yes, I’ve just heard from them, and it fits in nicely, 
[ was just going to write and say I couldn’t come. You see I only 
consented out of good nature, and thinking to give your people a 
lift; but you’re quite right, I should have been out of place. A 
man of my importance would have overweighted the others—and 
good-bye—so busy—good-bye.”’ 

(Exit Perks, hustled out by the Family.) 

Chamberlain.— That’ll give Master Perks a lesson in manners: 
I fancy.” 

(Enter servant with card.) 

Servant.—‘‘ Mr. Hugh Price Hughes to see you.” 

Chamberlain.—‘' Let them all—I mean—show him in! ( 
servant.) Now, then, you fellows look busy, chuck a few of t 
khaki uniforms on the floor, and sort ’em out.” 


Ex: 


Ty, 
. u 
hose 


(Enter servantand Hugh Price Hughes.) 
Servant.—‘' Mr. Hugh Price Hughes.” 


H. P. H.--‘“‘ My dear Chamberlain, I have only just arrived from 
the East, but I felt I must run round and explain that I am not i! 
any way connected with that City Road fiasco.”’ 

Chamberlain.— City Road? “I don’t think I understand—oh 
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H. P. A.—" For bition a think what a splendid advertisement it strong when need be, and he has the romantic air well developed. 
| bave en i ; 5 > ~ an | , . . , . . . 
would have been for us: | Miss N. de Silva makes a gentle Soledad, Miss Louise Moodie is an 


eS ile . ras . ; } ' ‘ . ee ee b 5 mee : : : 
( es ws So it would ] 50 pom impressive Abbess, and Miss Marriott a characteristic Duenna. 
» H.—‘* Why your speech would have appeared in all the Seep ; bai 
aie a" would have b i 1 cordial and v o, . ared in all the Sir Walter Peace, Agent-General of Natal, has informed our 
arc. an } li ee c SOTALE é aiuabie 1S , . F . i. ’ ; 
ghee Pe . ae > Seen 8 philatelic friend Palmer that the Natal Government declines to 
the work of Wesley —and—er—mvself— and the others.” “ag Ree: — 
ramberlain.—** Well, now you put it that sanction a special issue of Natal stamys. The sale of such an issue 
amoerlatn .— ’ l ] ns "ay see ’ ; } : : 
gee “¢ + introduce vou ti ae, fr ne pe Mu Huches « would have undoubtedly benefited the colony, and it is to be 
9 wet me i se YO ) ’ Triends., ive ‘ 3 : eo 4 b 
point. ; 7 Re Ne res ; hatha ; r. 2ugnes & regretted that Mr. Palmer's suggestion has not been adopted. 
whiskey and soda, Collings. Take that chair and make yourself at 
home!” 
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Mr. Thomas Holloway has published some nicely composed 
' . songs. : Au if 1] acre 9no itled **The G s , o , 
General greetings, harmony, and “tool — wont ss eter song, entitled *« fhe Good Sh¢ pherd,”’ by 
; Ernest Browne, is simple and affecting, while the melody is a 
wonderfully pretty one. The same publisher sends us Ella Wheeler 
Willcox’s delightful lvric, “* Whatever is, is best,’’ set to music by 
7 — A. Stanley Winn. [he composer has caught the cheery optimism 
* L, ot : ’ : "OC1) ; cy } se WIE } 1c y y . ° 
Ww aitings from the Wings. of the words, resulting in a song it does one good to hear. A 
patriotic song that is vigorous without being vulgar, entitled 
I don’t believe I'm fit to | “ Brothers, or the Colonies will Fight at England's Side,”’ by C. 
Preston Wynne. It isa stirring song with a catchy chorus, certain 
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to achieve success at a time when the loyalty of the Colonies is 
arousing so much enthusiasm throughout the Empire. ‘“ The Word 


‘notice’? Miss Clo Graves’ play, 
the Bishop's Eye, at the Vaude- 





ville, because the introduction | is Said,” written by Edward Crawford, composed by Louis Le Keux, 
of hypnotism as a humorous | and“ Love's Fair Land,” words and music by Karl Monckton. They 
factor always makes me sad. _ | represent the sentimental type of song in its best form. The songs 
Mr. Hendrie is so dreadfully in are published at 2s. each, but any reader by mentioning this 
a, journal can obtain them direct from the publisher, Thomas 
TOE Ts TY See Eevee Hane Holloway, 78, New Oxford Street, London, W., for 24d. each. The 
the ‘‘creeps.”” Miss Graves and five songs will be sent for twelve penny stamps. 
her dialogue are both remarkably | } 
clever, and the people about a6 = i 
me seemed to laugh most of the | A Bullseye. iH. 
time, so I should say (and the A jocular sergeant of the 2nd East Surrey named Corren was i 
notion cheers me) that it is all hit just under the eye in an engagement. Up went his hand, and i 
going to be very successful. But he shouted, ‘‘Corren! Bullseye, 5!’ and then went to the rear to i 
y I am not—I really am not—fit be medically treated. if 
to notice the play. Mr. Barnes Ir of this ‘“* Bullseye’? he could joke, ti 
AT i a Mees rig cen a see He must be brave as any folk ; ii 
ariotta Addison artistic as | At any rate, it’s very clear H 
A FavuLty VISION OF THE AUTHORESS. always. Mr. Yorke Stephens is | He'd ae a ae Pa etapa 1 A ists Raitt | 
(I WONDER WHAT THE Deacon’s Eye gentlemanly in apart. that —— i 





MEANS BY IT?) scarcely offers further scope. _ : 
| A 
In Don Juan’s Last St. Patrick Up-to-Date. 
Wager at the Prince Z THE SNAKE-FEARER FEARS SNAKES NO LONGER. 
of Wales’ Mrs, Cun- (The virtue of the new “drink cure ” is attributed to a mysterious 
ningham Graham life-giving substance which the discoverer calls “ stimulithe,”’ 
has presented us 1 
with rather a lady's ‘© STIMU-LANT ! stimu-lant ty 
beep Of has sae. Was the burden of my craving— 
rible dog—the Don, In a dull and droning chan}, 
to wit. (It’s rather Or a fierce and frenzied raving 
ve * me to care When the liquor demon held me in its sway. 
it a lady's oe : And the doctors (wise heads shaking) 
think, after I've read Said: ‘*A cure’s beyond our making! 
the authoress’s name He will simply keep on ‘slaking’ 
— the programme.) Till he slakes himself away !”’ 
Che picture of the 1 was conscious that my gizzard’s 
RISES incredible Zest of suction was the cause 
profligate being wos Of the hydras, cobras, lizards, 
to repentance by the That (with prongs, and fangs, and claws) 
hildlike sauteed techie Crowded round me! But, although—with many a pant 
of lator and — And with many a startled ‘* shuther ”’ 
perienced girl is de- [ was sure that me they'd smother, 
cidedly feminine Still my ery was for another 
finely as the scene is | And a stronger stimu-lant 
played by Messrs. | Il 
ay1i ti € yey - ae 
a Buse pr | “ Stimu-lithe ! stimu-lithe a 
Herbert Sleath. It Is the burden of the lyric 
must be recorded in That I lift with accents blithe, 
justice, however, As a ceaseless panegyric 
that the repentance To the savant who's forever set Fra ' 
does not last long, From the drink-delirium a dire anc , 
é From the serpent-studded fireland ! 
and the rather un- ’ st. P pen id for Ireland 
interestingly wicked W hat St. Patrick did for Ireland, 
: Stimulithe has done for me! 


young gentleman avo} a 
~& 5 Vv deep aversion 
goes in for a fairly I avoid, with deey ; 


complete second in- AT THE PRINCE OF WALES'S. | Ev'ry alcoholic drink ; 


’ d I boldly make assertion 
nings. The mount- Don Jvan ScoLDED. And I boldly 1 
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Since so fearlessly I think 
ing of the production : ™ WOUR (: — a, OR ‘ 
is one ae Hand OBSERVE HIS 8(COLD) DEMEANOUR. | Of the writhing, wriggling things that made me writhe) 
some stage pictures and rich and gorgeous costumes spr ad them- | That—though once a jim-jam boozer 
selves about all the time. and will, doubtless, attract and hold I can gaze as calm as you, sir, 
a = agg net . ei to come Mr. Harvey is not an alto- At the snake-house in the Zoo, sir, 
idiences this many aday to come. Mr. Harvey 18} ;, . att ‘eha t 
the : T) th h it tt tive performance, By the help of timulithe ! 
i J LJ psi | i i , i 




































John Bull, 
rock very cleverly, but you must take the consequences now we've got you in the open.”’ 





A Love-War Song. 


Marcu 6, 1900. 
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‘‘Ah, my dear ‘brother Boer,’ you can manage fratricide from behind a 


Where the food of love-sweet music 


DarwinG! While the war God rages, | (Not ‘* The Soldiers of the Queen ’’) 
And our troops to Cape Town pour, Ripples o’er the rustic kopjes 


Let me sing of peaceful Venus, 
All the themes of war ignore. 


And amendments ne’er are seen. 
Though your passion, darling, surges 


Love's “ entanglement "’ is deeper With Tugela’s suddenness, 
Than unhappy Ladysmith’s, , Like Sir Redvers, I am longing 

And I long for some Arcadia For some token of success. 
Where the dogs of war are myths. Though I feel ‘‘ humiliated,” 

Where you never meet with “ experts,” Like a certain noble Peer, 


Or ‘‘ the person in the street,”’ 


Backward as our Constitution, 


Panting to explain the situ- Will you deign to love me, dear? 
Ation when you chance to meet. 
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“On Things in General.” | 


By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 
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Wuat price Majuba ? 

Cronje, like Joe Bagstock, is ‘* tough 
and devilish sly,” but Bob’s got him 
in a corner like a “rat in a trap,” 
and wiped out the Majuba_ reverse 
on its anniversary, curious like. To 
‘give Old Pitchfork” ’is due, Cronje 
wasn’t wantin’ in pluck, but ’e’s been a 
crool bad lot in ’is time, an’ I coud give 
’im a taste of copper-stick with a relish. 
General Buller has pushed forwards, an’ 
is shakin’ ’ands with Lady Smith. 

I sertinly think that our Navy shoud 
be seen to, ’ave ‘‘a wash an’ brush up,” 
so to speak. It may look orlright on 
paper (so does a forged banknote some- 
times), but we wants somethink a bit 
more substanshul than that. Nearlyall 
furrin nations treat us very coldly—we're 
pretty well ice-olated— in fac’, almost our 
only friends are Italy an’ Greece, an’ the 
worst of it is Grease is so apt to run wen 
under fire! 

Them Government contractors wot 
supplied our forces with inferior artikels 
ort to be—well, I’m ’anged if I knows 
wot they ort to, but I’d doit! It appears 
that the Government ain’t goin’ to 
screen ’em, but I shoud think they’d ’ide 
themselves if they’ve got any shame 
about ’em at all. 

The burnin’ of the Grand Theatre at 
Islington was a grand sight, and the | 
grand site is about all that’s left of it; | 
but it throws alot of pore people out of | 4 
work. Shakeyspear ses “ the play’s the : 
thing’’; but wen you’ve got a wife an’ 
fam’ly to keep, the work’s the thing you 
wants. 

Torkin’ about theatres, Mr. Alfred 
Cooper, who lives at Surbiton, ’as turned 
’is private theatre into a ’orspital for our 
wounded soldiers. It is charmingly 
sitivated, but I’m afraid there will be 
more tragedy than comedy in that 
theatre, though Mr. Cooper’s idear is not 
at all a ‘perfect farce,” itis a very kind 
act. 

Mr. Fordham, the magistrate, ses 
that the Inebriates Act is really a dead 
letter; there ain’t enough ’Omes to 
“take in an’ do for’ the b(p)ewter-full 
boosers. “fé’sa shockin’ thing, but ’uman 
nachur is weak, an’ drink is strong, an’ 
an effort ort to be made to cure the pore 
creechurs, though some of ’em look 
** perfect cures ’’ enough wen in licker. 
I hear there’s a Russian cure for alco- 
holism a-brewin’ in Cockspur Street. 
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DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 


AN DERSONRN’?S 


CITY OF LONDON 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


” 
” 


” 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 





Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 











